

The Tragedi 

He is within and two reucrend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation, 

Andinnoworldly fute wouldhe be mou’d, 

Todrawhim fromhis holyexercife- 

Buc. Returne good Catesby to tby Lord againe. 

Teil him myfeffë, theMaiorand Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment, 

No lefle importing them then onr genera 11 good. 

Are come to hanefomeconference with his grace. 

C^r.Ile teil him what you faymy Aord. Exit, 

Buc . A hamy£ord, this Prince is not an Edward ,; 

He is not lujliog on a le vvdday bed, 

But on his knees at meditation .* 

Not dallying with abrace of Curtizans, 

Rut meditating with two deepe Diuines ï 
N ot fleeping to jngrolfe his.idle body. 

But prayïngtoinrich his watchfull foule. 

Happy vvere EngUnd ,vton\d this gracious prince; 

Take on himfelfe the foueraignety thereon, 

But fure i feare we fhall neuer winne him toit. 

Marry God for bid his grace fhould fay vs nay.' 
Enter Catesby. 

Buc. I feare he will, ho w.no w Catesbj. 

What layes your Lord ? 

Cat. My L". he vvondersto what end you haue aflembled 
Such troopes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before .* _ 

My £ord,he feares you meane no goodto him* 

Buc. Sorry I am my noblecoufen fhould. 

Sulped me that 1 meane no good to him, 

By heauen I come in perfeét loueto him. 

And foonce more returne and teil his grace; 

Whcn holy and deuoutj-eligiousmen. 

Are at their beads,tis hard to draw them thencCj 
So fvveeteis zealouscontemplation. 

Enter Kïch ) andtwo Bipjops a/gft « 

Mal. See wherehe ftands bet weenet wo Clergimcnr 
Buc. Two propes of vertuefcr a Chriftian Prince : 

To ftay him from thefall of vanity, 

Famous 


of Ricïiard the Third. 

Famous Pl*»tAgenet, moft gracious Frince, 

Lend fauorable eares to my requeft: 

And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale* 
glo. My Lord, thereneedsnofuch Apology, 

I rather doebefeech you pardon me, 
Whoearneftintheferuice of my God, 

NegleiT the vifitation of my friend s: 

But leauingthis, whatisyourgracespleafure > 

B uc Euen that I hope which piealethGod abouej 
And all good men of this vngouernd He. 

Glo. I doe fufpeéf, 1 hauedone fomeoffence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come toreprehend myignorance : 

B uc. You haue my Lord : would itplcafe your grace 
At ourintreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

B»c. Then know it is your fault that yoo religne 
The Supreame Seate , the throane maiefticall, 
fï'he Scepter office of your Anceftors. 

The lineall glory of your royall Houfe, 

Tothe corruptionof a blemilbt ftocke: 

Whileft in the mildenéffe of your fleepy thoughts,’ 

Which heere we waken to your Countries good; 

This noble iledoth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defac’t with fcars of infamy. 

And almoft ftiouldred in this fwallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfullnefife and darke obliuion 
Which to recouer wc hartily folicite 
Your gracious felfe to. take on you the foueraignty thereof^ 
Not as Protettor, Steward, Subftitute, 

Nor lowly faélor fotan others gaine? 

But as fucceffiuely ftom blood to blood, 

Yourright ofbirth your Empery, your owne : 

For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worftupfull and very louing friends. 

And by there vehement inftigation, 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace* 

G/#.I know not whither to depatt in lilence* 
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